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Resigned to fate, and with a sigh retired.

The peer now spreads the glitfringforfex1 wide,
T* inclose the lock ; now joins it, to divide.
Ev'n then, before the fatal engine clos'd,
A wretched sylph too fondly interposed ;
Fate urg'd the shears, and cut the sylph in twain,
(But airy substance soon unites again)
The meeting points the sacred hair dissever
From tliefair head, for ever, and for ever !

Then flashed the living lightning from her eyes,
And screams of horror rend iK affrighted skies.
Not louder shrieks to pitying heaven are cast,
When husbands, or when lapdogs, breathe their last;
Or when rich China vessels falVn from high,
In glittering dust and painted fragments lie !

Let wreaths of triumph now my temples twine,
(The victor cried) the glorious prize is mine !
While fish in streams, or birds delight in air,
Or in a coach and six the British fair,
As long as Atalantis shall be read,
Or the small pillow grace a lady's bed,
While visits shall be paid on solemn days,
When numerous wax-lights in bright order blaze,
While nymphs take treats, or assignations give,
So long my honour, name, and praise shall live !
What time would spare, from steel receives its date,
And monuments, like men, submit to fate !

The Baron was right in prophesying immortality for
his great deed. The Rape of the Lock was a brilliant
joke, and everybody, from Pope's day to ours, has

1 Scissors.